Harlequin and Ms Bat

we see her in a different light, that of the evil smelling acetylene
flare. It is midnight. The performance is just over. There is a table,
on trestles, and the chairs are a drum, or the corner of a packing
case. In fact, we see them sitting at their supper. And when a
Comedian takes off his mask his hair is ruffled. They have shorter
hair than the fashion of their day, and it falls upon their foreheads
in Napoleonic locks, as though the winds of revolution had blown
upon them. Their whole character has been in ferocious fantasy
or satire, and now, in repose, and in a life that is so poor that it has
no privacy, this is a meeting of demagogues who are resting from
the crowd. In no sense are they entertainers of the public. It is not
entertainment, but a whipping up of hostility and hatred. Such
comedy was never invented for the affections of its audience. They
are always sinister, or avaricious, or peculiar in brain.

Take a last look at them! Where is Francischina's goose's wing,
that she should sweep the floor before us? Who, then, are Cu-
curucu and Razzullo, Capitan Bombardon and Capitan Zerbino?
They have their identity. Or are they but actors? And, if actors,
they are painters, poets, or musicians: all who are tired by creation
and have no life of their own. Such dancers as Capitan Bombardon
and Capitan Grillo have never danced again. Look at their hands
and feet, and the pointed noses of their masks! The draggled
feathers in the cap of Capitan Grillo are his person and his move-
ments, mimicked. This extraordinary pair are executing a dance
which, somehow, is decidedly obscene in effect. It is a dance of
two nightmare dogs, in one of those rare dreams in which the
exact resemblance is forgotten and cannot be requisitioned out of
memory, and a sort of substitute or parody appears for it. In this
dream, a dog, yes! even the form of a dog, cannot be called to
mind. Instead, there is this terrible invention in duplicate, or
rather, in alternation. They are human in shape, but doglike in
movement, trained to their hindlegs, and dancing in horrible
courtship, diseased and degraded like dogs of the gutter. It is a
frenzy of hopping and scratching, with those quick turns that give
the only comedy of the scene. It is the theatre and the dance in an
inch or two of space. That is why Capitan Bombardon and Capitaa
Grillo have never danced again. They are still dancing, like the
others of their company.

We would continue. Here is the din of market stalls. High walls
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